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"How can you talk like that when you have known the Webbs?"
I asked.
His voice changed, in his eyes entered a look of childish worship.
"The Webbs/' he said, "were different. There are a few such couples
that occasionally come into the world but the usual run of men and
women can never achieve the same height in the art of living. If all
marriages were as happy then civilized life would be the consummation
of all young people's dreams. When I lived with them, as I did a great
deal before my own marriage, I used to see them at work. Beatrice would
suddenly fling away her pen and hurl herself at her husband in a shower
of caresses until she felt that she had had enough and could go back to
her work. I would write plays while they played, but their life convinced
me that life would one day culminate in brain work reaching the same
kind of ecstasy now obtained through sexual orgasm."
"It is a pity that they had no children. Do you think it would have
changed their life?"
"We would have had authoritative works on education, which we
lack so much to-day. Both of them conscientiously refrained from form-
ing conclusions until they had investigated all the evidence and then they
had to admit that after all I was right, though I got there as an artist
gets there and not as a scientist. I always start from a single significant
fact and one is enough, and knowing all the time that I can go to docu-
ments if necessary to prove my conclusions. The Webbs would argue
violently with me, so violently that often friends would think that we
were the greatest of enemies and would never come together again.
They would be amazed to see us talking together in the most friendly
fashion as if nothing had happened. Of course we really agreed about
most things. I learnt everything from them, but what they got from me
I don't know."
He was gloriously happy now and laughing at the memory of those
very happy days. "Did I ever tell you the story of our visit to Paris?
Sidney Webb and I dined at a little cafe and Sidney teased the waitress
by telling her that I was on the way to Oberammergau to play Christ.
She was most respectful after that, especially as she did not notice that
my other profile showed Judas Iscariot. By the way, Sidney spent most
of the day writing love letters to Beatrice and I am told he read Rossetti's
poetry to her."
"I think it is our ignorance of the art of living together and of the
facts of marriage which are the main causes of disaster," I suggested.